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TRANSLATION of SOME LINES 

Written by a young Man to his Mistress, who was offended with 

him for leaving his Country *. 

Thou beauteous nymph, source of my pain, 
Hear, O hear, thy love-sick swain ; 
Caught by thy charms, I can't deny, 
I toil in Cupid's chains — I die ! 
Pierc'd is my bosom with thy dart, 
I feel, I feel it at my heart. 

Alas ! I mourn the hour I knew 
My angel of the brightest hue : 
Thy heavenly form, thy lovely gait, 
Thy temper sweet, have fixed my fate. 
Weak wretch, I dreamt of bliss secure, 
Of pleasure ever blooming, pure, 
While timidly thy steps I sought ; 
My heart with love's soft frenzy fraught. 
What joy ! to tell the tender tale 
To th' envied lily of the vale, 
And sit the day in green alcove, 
Thy taper form beside, my love ; 
And press thy snowy hand in mine, 
And round thy waist my arms entwine ; 
And place my lips, rapture too much, 
On thine, and sip the witching touch ! 
Than honey sweeter was the kiss, 
Heaven, heaven alone surpass'd the bliss. 
Oh ! what a wretched world of woe 
Is this I find ; how fickle too ! 
Amid this exquisite delight 
What sudden change ! Ah ! luckless wight ! 
Compell'd to say the word, farewell ! 
And go 'mid Saxons strange to dwell — 
Far from my native home depart, 
Far from the girl, that stole my heart. 

* The Lines, of which these are a translation, were composed in London 
by Mr. John Owen, a native of Cardiganshire, in 1*758. The original may 
be found in the Viddamcch Teuluaidd beginning 
•* Y cywrain ferch a gerais 
Claf oil wyf, o clyw fy llais." 
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Is it not cruel, sinful too, 
To part us twain, that loved so true ? 
Cruel, to send me from thy plains, 
Sweet Teivy, and thy jocund swains; 
But crueller by far, I ween, 
A frown on her I love is seen. 
Hard is my fate ; there now remains, 
Far from my Gem and pleasant plains, 
To me, of all my paradise, 
But briny tears and fruitless sighs. 
My locks are gone — those curls of gold, 
Whose beauty thousands oft have told : 
My face is shrivelled, haggard, lean, 
Where manly graces erst were seen : 
Those brilliant eyes, you knew so bright, 
Are leaden orbs, a ghastly sight : 
Those cheeks, that vied the ruddy rose, 
Death's horrid paleness now disclose : 
My form's, heaven knows, so strange, my fair, 
Your tender heart 'twould shock and scare ; 
Your faded Swain none now would know, 
Where Teivy's silver currents flow. 
O pure, O lovely, lonely maid, 
Let not thy frowns thy Swain upbraid 
For ever ; think, O think, I pray, 
Of many a past and pleasant day ; 
Of many a secret vow sincere 
We pledg'd, when none beside was near. 
Though from my native land I've stray'd 
Frantic, and left my Cambrian maid, 
Nor wife nor nymph of noble race, 
Nor sickly hag with golden lace, 
Nor Cyprian gay, tempting to view, 
Nor riches, t'other evil too, 
Shall e'er beguile my heart to slight 
My first, my ever fond delight ; 
Nor turn my mind — their arts are vain — 
From seeking thee, fair maid, again. 
Mem'ry's true compass ne'er will move 
One moment from the girl I love. 

Young is thy swain, and void of art, 
He tells the language of his heart : 
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If you, fair maid, will still deny 

The pledge of peace and amity ; 

If you'll withhold those accents sweet, 

And guard your thoughts in close retreat ; 

If I'm refus'd my heart's delight, 

Thyself, thou luminary bright ! 

Then to the world, fair maid, and you, 

My parting breath will sigh adieu. 
Hay, Feb. 26, 1820. G. G. 



W ALE S. 

OLD CYMMRODORION SOCIETY— To the summary 
view, already taken * of this primitive Institution, it may not be 
uninteresting to add here some of the " general heads of sub- 
jects," which were proposed " to be occasionally considered and 
treated in the Correspondence of the Cymmrodorion," — as they 
are to be found in the publication referred to on the former occa- 
sion. These " heads" are there arranged under the following 
general titles: Antiquities — Welsh Poetry and Language — 
Welsh Manners and Customs — Natural Philosophy — Manufac- 
tures — and Queries of the Invisible World. There is only room 
now for those relating to Antiquities; but the others are designed 
to be inserted hereafter. And it can not be doubted, that some 
useful hints may be derived from them towards promoting that 
national cause, in which the inhabitants of Wales have at last 
evinced so patriotic an unanimity .f *** 

ANTIOUITTES. 

1 . Of the Ancient Names of the Isle of Britain. 

2. Of the British Book of Triads and its authority. 

3. Of the Book of Ancient British Proverbs and their autho- 
rity in history. 

4. If the Ancient British Genealogies and their authority from 
written and oral tradition, and of the use of that science. 

* See No. 6, p. 234. 

f The Editor takes the opportunity of observing also, that the pages of the 
Cambbo-Britok would always be open to any information, that might be 
suggested by these " heads," some of which embrace inquiries of a very 
interesting nature, and tending, in a particular degree, to the illustration 
of our national literature. 



